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Silence 


Author's Notes: 
Just a quick drabble | came up with while reading an interview. 


| thought that it was kind of sad that Izzy didn\'t have fun filling in for Gilby. 


05.221993 


Tel Aviv - Israel 


| hate this fucking shit. 

My whole fucking life | just wanted to play music. Play in a band. Succeed in something, be someone. Been there, 
done that. And | tell you, that doesn't mean shit. The only time | feel good is when | play guitar and sing. It 
doesn't even matter if someone is listening. Sometimes the words just need to get out. No matter what. That's 


when | find peace. 


Looking at this huge stage and the crowd in front of me, | realize this is not what I'm looking for. This shit is 
way too much. 


Still, | plug in my guitar and take a deep breath, mentally going through the play list again. Yeah, things are 


organized these days. Does anyone appreciate those things like | do? 

Remembering that | once said nothing would bring me back to a stage with those fuckers, | let out a sigh. | am 
such a pussy. 

Why am | even here? Oh, yeah. Axl of course. 


‘Hey: 

‘Axl? 

‘Yeah. What's up fucker?! 

‘What's up? Seriously dude? This is the first time you call in like two years: 

‘Mhnmm... that's not true, zz: 

‘Yeah, whatever man You're going to cry again or fucking yell at me? Cause I've got things to do, ya know?" 
‘tm... uhh... you know?" 

‘What? You really gonna tell me you're sorry or shit? Don't buy it, Axl. What the fuck do you want from me? 
‘Gilby broke his hand: 

‘You fucking kidding me? Don't even dare to ask, man‘ 

‘I's only for a couple of gigs. Come on. The guys miss ya’ 

‘The guys? You really pull this shit on me, man?! 


All this shit he pulled me through and | still feel like | owe him somehow. No fucking clue why, but he'd been 
my best friend. He still kinda is. 

Even when | left that fucking band. It wasn't like | didn't give a shit. But it was rough and Axl was acting like a 
fucking douchebag. 

Demoting me to some kind of lower position and cutting my royalties down? Fuck. | didn't want to sign that shit, 
| helped start that band. 

Axl is a fucking maniac. But what do | know, right? 

| never got so much shit as a kid as he did And he never got any pussy at school. 

Then, suddenly he's a fucking rock star and got the chicks lined up for him. The money, the people and that 


power he got, went straight to his head. He's a fucking monster now. 


Axl steps up to the stage. He looks fucking ridiculous, but | think that's what people expect him to wear these 
days, right? | shake my head and smile. 
Strumming the first chords of "Nightrain", | can't help thinking this might be fun. Playing those songs with the 


guys I've been living with so many years. 


Then Slash overtakes my solo. What the fuck? Is he even aware that l'm right standing here? 

| know we haven't been rehearsing, but | fucking know every single chord of this song. | wrote a huge part of 
it. So what is going on here? 

Pacing back and forth, | can't find any comfortable place for me. For so many years I've been standing there 
beside Duff. But now it just feels wrong. 

He's not even looking at me. | feel ignored. Why the fuck did they even call me? I'm already regretting coming 
here. This is bizarre. Like playing with fucking Zombies. 


| have no clue how, but we finish the song. Damn, this gig is going to be very long. 


Axl takes a second to talk to the crowd. They fucking love him. That's a phenomenon I'll never understand. He'll 
give people shit and they still love him, no matter what. | envy that. He's always getting away with anything. 

| hear him introducing me. This feels nice. Appreciated. Almost like l'm part of that band again Still it feels 
fucking wrong. 


The crowd is cheering my name. | can't help but smile. So they missed me, huh? | never knew they loved me 
so much. I'm just the fucking guitar player for god's sake. 

Axl glares at me. Yeah, like its my fault they won't stop calling my name. | still smile. 

Even though I'm flattered, | feel uncomfortable. I'm not used getting so much attention. Axl glares at me again. 


He's pissed. | can tell. 
So | make my way to the mike, wave my hand to the crowd and say a quick ‘Hey. Thanks: 


lm not a man of many words. 


